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Pampered 


| know the history is a little out of whack in this one and, for that, | apologise. Blame the muses! 


David purred. It was a deep, rumbling sound akin to that of a cat. Sitting on the floor, he relaxed against the 
couch as hands wandered through his hair, his eyes falling closed. 


"Still can't believe this turns you on" Even though he was trying to whisper, Dave's voice was still gruff. 
David just purred, refusing to acknowledge the comment. Guitar hardened fingernails gently scratched at his 
scalp, making him shiver with pleasure. Over his hair and down his neck they went, returning to do it again 


They kneaded his head and scratched behind his ears. 


When a brush began to slide through his thick, honey-blond hair, David let out a low growl. Goose-pimples rose 


on his skin and he rubbed his hands along his arms, trying to chase away the sudden chill of pleasure which 
ran through him. Ever since he was a kid, David had loved having someone play with his hair. It was one of the 
reasons he'd originally grown it long. Mostly it had been girls who'd wanted to touch it, running their fingers 
through the silky strands before weaving it into braids and tying it into bunches. Never had he let on that it 
was a source of arousal, their careful fingers sending tremours of bliss straight to his groin. It had only been 


in the dead of night that he'd reflected on it, his hand firmly around his cock. 


Soon Greg had come along. Greg had been the only one to understand, told on a moonlit evening while they sat 
smoking beneath a tree. That night, they'd huddled in David's room, as silent as mice, where Greg gently 
brushed his hair. With his jeans around his ankles, and one hand clamped over his mouth, David had stroked 
himself to the exquisite feelings. Over and again they'd done it, Greg never judging him and never asking for 
anything in return, He'd just sat wherever David had placed him, a brush brandished in his hands. 


Then Greg had gone, disappearing back to Minnesota and leaving a hole in David's heart and soul. For so long 
they had been joined at the hip and by David's strange little secret. No one else had known and he'd had no 
intention of telling another. No one could be trusted with such information, even if he were in LA, home of the 


weird and perverse. 


That was, until he'd met Dave. Dave, the flame haired, harsh eyed monster from the apartment above. David 
had found himself drawn to him, drawn to the aura of chaos and power. It hadn't just been because his 
uppermost neighbour could play guitar. No, there had been something else about him, something about the way 
he looked at David, the way he snarled at anyone who tried to approach them. Dave had drawn him to his 
arms and his bed, proclamations that he wasn't gay filling the air as they'd fucked. 


One day, the screams of "I'm not gay" stopped and Dave had looked at him with a strange look in his eyes, a 
look which had quickly misted over his face. In the safety of their shitty apartment, Dave had sat on the 
couch, knees hunched to his chest and tears rolling down his cheeks as he told David actually, deep down, he 
loved him. Loved David with all his heart and soul and that he, Dave Mustaine, was gay. David had known, of 
course, otherwise why would they have spent night after night fucking when either of them could have had 
the pick of any women in any bar in the entire city. 


With Dave's panicked confession behind them, David had wrapped his arms around him, gently rocking as he 
sobbed. As they sat, tangled around one another, David made his own confession. Dave had done little more 


than raise an eyebrow. Because what was worse? Coming out of the closet? Or coming out with a hair fetish? 


Which had lead them to this point in time, five years down the line, where a perfectly innocent fetish was used 
either as foreplay, or as a way to get off. 


The brush continued to work through his hair, the metal teeth pulling ever so gently while massaging his scalp. 
The bulge in his jeans grew and, with his eyes, still closed, David ran the heel of his hand over his hardened 
cock. He pressed his hand close, feeling the outline of himself before he cupped his tight balls. Drawing his hand 
back, he repeated the movement, enjoying the feeling of the rough denim against his skin His toes curled into 


the carpet, the sense of expectation growing. 


"Yeah," he heard Dave murmur, "you touch yourself for me. Make yourself feel good." 


David gave a husky chuckle. It hadn't taken long after his confession to discover that Dave loved watching him 
masturbate. He was only too happy to oblige because, sometimes, it was the only way to get his drunken 
boyfriend off of him. Quickly rubbing one out with Dave drooling over him? Or several hours of drunken 
fumbling? There were times when he definitely preferred the former to the latter. Not that drunken fumblings 
were a bad thing, not in the slightest. It was just David sometimes preferred to sleep off, rather than fuck 


off, his excesses. 


Breaking their contact, he wriggled his tight jeans down to his ankles and settled back on the floor. The brush 
and the fingers separated his hair and carefully began to wind them into a thick braid. Rather than tie it off, 
they worked it loose and began again Over and over they repeated the simple movement, David sighing and 
shivering, his hand firmly around his cock. It throbbed against his palm, the pleasure of this simple act never 
wearing off. In all the years that he'd had someone to help him with it, the feelings had always been the same, 


always eliciting the most powerful of orgasms. 


The hands gave a tug of his hair and he groaned, his own fingers tightened around his erection Faster he 
stroked, lifting his hips just a little. They balled his hair onto his head before letting it fall, catching it and doing 


it once more. The fingers returned to his scalp, pressing a little harder, pushing him onward. 
"Come on" Dave's voice had changed to a growl, a sound which excited David. "Come for me." 


Snarling, he pressed his head back into his lover's hands, pulling himself to his knees. The hands became more 
frantic, alternating between stroking, massaging and gently tugging. His orgasm closed in on him, the white heat 
gathering in the pit of his stomach. Sweeping his thumb over the head, he smeared the precum, his fingers 
dancing along the thick, pulsing veins. 


"Dave..." 
"Yeah, l'm here." 


David heard his voice grow, becoming a low, gasping pant. The blood thundered through his head as fingernails 


drew circles in his hair. They teased out every strand, making it feel as though it was as alive as he was. 


The white heat burst, sending stars spiralling behind his eyes, his hot seed splattering over his t-shirt. But he 
didn't care, riding wave after wave of delicious bliss. David kept his hand around his cock, stroking and 


squeezing as he drew out every last moment, his orgasm seeming to go on forever. 


Finally, he sank to the floor, knees giving way, head dropping to his chest. He didn't care what he looked like. 
Didn't care that there was come cooling on his hand. All he cared about were the feelings that raced through 


him, lighting the nerve endings and sending him to another world. 


A gentle kiss was placed to his head. "You're so fuckin’ hot." 


Lifting his head, he gave his boyfriend a serene smile. Arms hooked around him, gently lifting him to his feet. 
They tugged his jeans before lifting him and cradling him close. Resting his head in the crook of Dave's neck, he 


allowed himself to be carried to their room, ready to be whisked away to heaven once more. 


